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emptied of his own being, but the insatiable curiosity of
love caused him to look at her again. She stirred in her
sleep; her hair fell back from her temples; her lips moved;
she lifted her hand as though warding off an approach
in a dream; then, with a gentle sigh, let her hand fall on
the sheet, where its ivory fingers lay extended. The idea
entered Lewis's mind that in her dream she had been
afraid, that her sigh was of relief, her fear being past, and
all his thought was of how the day of their separation was
falling upon them like a sword. It was intolerable now to
be parted from her even by her sleep; he longed for her
eyes, her voice, the swift grace of her limbs; and he was
stooping down to awaken her when her lips moved again
and, as though she were whispering into his ear—for now
his face was near to hers—she said: "No. No. Rupert, it
isn't true. It isn't true." And after an interval of heavy,
troubled breathing she repeated the name, and sighed
deeply, and awoke.
No memory of her dream remained with her. She drew
Lewis's face down to her and kissed him; then, seeing how
far the sunrise was advanced and that the hour when Lewis
must return to his own room was approaching, she folded
herself close to him and begged him not to leave her.
"Shall it be a holiday to-day? Let's picnic on the island
among the trees." And she added: "If we knew that
within a week we must die, how should we spend to-day,
Lewis?'^
"If it is to be a holiday," he said, "let us go far away on
to the moors. How you love your island!"
"And you your moors! O Lewis," she said, "what does
it matter where we go? This is the last summer we shall
spend together." She moved away from him and, turning
on to her face, hid her eyes in the darkness of her hands
and her hands in the darkness of her pillow. Her bare
shoulders were glossy under the honeyed glow of the sky;
her side was golden above the pallor of linen; and when,
thinking she wept, he would have comforted her, she
whispered.
"Wait	Wait."

